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Strawberry 


Author's Notes: 

| had this in my drafts, this is pure self indulgence and to cheer myself up, after rewatching Stranger Things 
season 3 | couldn't shake the idea of Axl wearing a sailor outfit and Izzy having an uniform kink and being 
lactose intolerant, or an elaborate excuse to write some shameless smut, one of this days I'll stop writing Ax 
as a twink but not today, | apologize in advance for the ice cream puns, title comes from a Harry Styles song 
of the same name, stay safe, thanks for reading and enjoy! 


"Are you even listening to what | said?" pouts the blonde girl in front of him with that high pitched annoying 
voice, her ruby red lips glistening under the summer sun, her soft face obscured by the sunglasses resting on 


the bridge of a delicate button nose and her yellow fringe. 


Izzy thought he was doing an excellent job at pretending to pay attention to the girl but apparently, she caught 
him, so the guitarist immediately tried to conjure his best expression that said 1m listening, keep going! 


The girl didn't buy it and turns to look where Izzy had been glancing at the for the past few minutes, a little 


ice cream parlor a couple of meters away from their position in the plastic table; he has an unobstructed view 


of the shop and every time he turns he expects to find a familiar face with vibrant red hair. 


The girl in front of him huffs and slides the sunglasses just a little to see more, Izzy feels a little bit bad, the 
girl has a beautiful face, nice tits, and killer legs but she's not him. 


"You want some ice-cream?" lzzy announced quickly clearing his throat, standing to his feet as soon as he 
spots a shock of red and blue, the legs of the chair dragging on the sand, she doesn't say anything and 


crosses her arms in annoyance. 


"Too much sugar, honey" She scrunches her button nose and Izzy rolls his eyes, not caring if she sees him, 


he's sure she won't contact him again after this failed attempt at a date. 


That ridiculous sailor uniform is gonna be the death of him, its embarrassing to admit he couldn't count how 
many rights he dreamt of those same navy blue tight shorts that ride up to his ass and hugged his hips so 
beautifully and how good they would look on the floor of his room. 


Or strong creamy legs with white stockings wrapped around his hips, fuck, he should be arrested for public 
indecency parading around dressed like that, Izzy probably needs to stop thinking about it if he doesn't want to 
get a half chub while he's still on a date. 


The little bell chimed above him announcing his entrance, he's already there, back from his smoke break, red 
hair in a high ponytail and his cute little white hat on top of his head, the first time he heard of Axl's new job 
he laughed loudly and made bets with the guys to see how long it lasted, a month later and he was still 
working there, everyone had a notion on why he kept his job. 


Axl didn't exceed at his job, scooping ice cream mediocrely and sloppily on wafer cones, he bickered with the 


customers and employees, Slash knew exactly why his boss kept the redhead around with that temperament. 


The ginger became the main attraction, girls and sometimes dudes came flooding through that door so they 
could ogle and salivate after the smaller man with those tight shorts, he saw the way girls stared at the 
redhead's ass, and as long as the business kept going; it didn't matter how his boss made money. 


"Ahoyl.." Axl cheered behind the cash register, the golden rule of working there, he had to greet everyone like 
that, when he saw who it was, the redhead sneered at him and put his hand underneath his chin "It's just you, 


what do you want?" 


"Is that how you greet all your customers? l'm your best client, without me this place wouldn't be here, the 
least | expect is a proper greeting" teased the brunet, Izzy leaned on the counterHis gaze flickered to his rosy 
wet lips, he's wearing chapstick, someone's been playing with Erin's makeup, the redhead put his hand on his 


hips and tilted his head, the brunet only did this to spite him and laugh at him. 


"Ahoy, matey, are you ready to embark on an ocean of flavors?, there | said it, now, are you going to buy the 


damn ice cream or what, this is embarrassing, man," Axl turned to look at the other side to conceal his lovely 


red cheeks. 


"You sherbet | do, one scoop of strawberry" Izzy made finger guns and Axl's pure face of horror was enough 
for him, he had no right being this cute with his little uniform, the redhead closed his eyes before taking a 
deep breath and grabbing his scooper from the little bucket filled with warm water. 


"You have a date" announced Axl, grabbing a wafer cone from the little case near the register, he scooped 
the pink treat, it wasn't the perfect shape but it will do, he had to give credit where credit is due, the 


movement of his wrist was flowier. "Who is she?" 


"Just a stripper, met her once, why, you jealous?" Izzy accepted the cone Axl handed him and the redhead 
shrugged, working on the register, the brunet pulled a crumpled dollar bill from his cargo shorts and slide it on 


the counter. 


"| don't know how you get girls if you're gonna ghost them at one point, dude," Axl chided huffing away a stray 
lock of red hair "You're not our best customer, little kids, Steven and Slash are but they also count as children 
too, you might be surprised with what parents will do to keep their brats quiet" 


"| think it's my charming smile and dashing looks, thanks, matey, well I'll see you later, call me if you need a 
captain" Izzy gave the cone a lick and winked at the redhead, giving a salute before leaving him all flustered, 


outside the girl tapped her long red nails over the table impatiently. 


"Well, if you went back to the middle of bumfuck Indiana, no one would bat an eye at youl," screamed Axl with 


a chuckle, before returning to his place behind the register. 


"You didn't buy anything for me?" the girls sounded legitimately mad at him and Izzy shrugged his shoulders, 
licking his treat so it wouldn't melt in his hands. 


"You didn't want anything, sweetheart, is it ok if | see you another time? | remember | have something to do" 
the brunet did a brief wave and walked away, leaving the girl alone. He glanced one last time at the redhead, 


reading from a magazine and bouncing his leg. 


"Why did you torture yourself, Stradlin?" questioned the blond outside the bathroom slurping loudly from Izzy's 
forgotten milkshake, it was mint chocolate chip, not his favorite but decent enough, he heard the toilet being 
flushed and the brunet came out wiping his wet hands with a towel. 


"Don't start, Duffles, | think that was punishment enough" Izzy went to the kitchen and pour a glass of water, 
Duff finished the milkshake and threw the Styrofoam cup in the trash. 


"Yeah right, you keep going to buy ice cream because someone has a new fetish related to the skimpy outfit 
certain redhead wears, man you're lactose intolerant, what you don't understand about that?" Duff shook his 


head unamused, sitting down on the table. 


"| don't have a fetish, everyone loves it, its not my fault that l'm just a big softie for ice cream," lzzy 
suppressed his laugh and wiggled his eyebrows, Duff hide his face between his hands defeated. 


"Stop with the ice cream puns, | can only handle one too many, they're not funny, Stradlin!" the blond 
whimpered and got up, walking towards his room "Just fuck him already while he's in uniform or whatever 
floats your boat, damn this is like a disease" 


The blond did an exaggerated and dramatic hand gesture and slammed the door, shutting himself off from the 


madness that was living with a bunch of children who couldn't handle or show their feelings. 


"Hey, | don't cone-done that behavior, McKagan, you don't talk to me like that" Izzy snorted when he heard 
Duff screaming in the next room, what stings about this whole situation was the small detail that he indeed 
had a fetish for Axl in a sluty sailor uniform. 


But doubted the redhead would let him fuck him while wearing the uniform or have sex with him at all. But at 
least Izzy could dream, that night he dreamt of Axl on his knees. He looked good like that, pouty lips and green 
sparkly eyes choking on his dick He can't say anything snarky with his mouth busy. 


He felt slightly guilty and embarrassed while jerking off with Axl sleeping profoundly in the mattress next to 
him, had to suppress his moans and keep quiet, he jumped into the shower before the redhead's alarm went 


off, Izzy refused to see him in uniform that day. 


| want a taste of birthday cake, sailor" chimed Steven with one of his trademark sunny smiles. Ringing the bell 
on the counter, Axl didn't bother to look up at the blond from the magazine perched on his lap. 


"You already try it like a hundred times, Stevie, you always order that one, also don't abuse the company's 
policies" Axl put a hand under his chin huffing, he wasn't wearing his sailor hat and he already unfastened the 
tie around his neck, he admired his boss for sticking to the sailor theme a little too hard, summer heat proved 


to be suffocating, the air conditioning almost useless. 


"C'mon, Axl, there's no one here, I'll have the usual" added Slash, copper skin glistening with sweat, his unruly 
hair in a messy ponytail, Stevie had his skateboard under his arm, Izzy might be with them since the brunet 
made it his mission to teach the drummer to skate without splitting his skull open. 


His boss permitted his employees to eat one scoop of ice cream per week but for Axl, the novelty wore off 
pretty quick after a week of being surrounded by it, that and the shrieking screams of little kids, he started 
hating the smell of it, even the taste made him gag nowadays, the boys were the only ones who used the 
perk; the redhead served the scoops and handed them to his boys. 


"Is Izzy with you, guys?" calm down, Rose, you don't want to look desperate, thought the redhead and smiled, 
Stevie shook his head vehemently, his blond fluffy hair bouncing, he immediately licked the treat as if there 


were no tomorrow. 


"Why would Izzy be here?, he's lactose intolerant, can't eat this shit, his loss, more for us," Slash wiped the 
corners of Stevie's mouth, Axl was right, they were like little kids. 


The redhead felt a slap in the face; he knows Izzy for so long and he didn't notice he was lactose intolerant, 
Stevie who barely spend time with the brunet knew better, Axl licked his lips and tried not to freak out, if ice 
cream made him that sick, why does his best friend had been coming back to the shop at least half of the 
week in the past months? Maybe his girlfriend loves ice cream so much and he wants to please the girl, or 


perhaps he has a thing for one of the girls in the shop. A busty blonde started to work last week. 


Or Izzy just loves ice cream that much he couldn't give it up, either way, it couldn't be good for him and his 
sensitive stomach, Axl just had a brilliant idea, he scribbled a list of things on a brown napkin and confided in 
Slash to get him some things. 


| forgot | wanted sprinkles and fudge" blurted the brunet with a broad smile on his lips, he's dressed in a 
flowy white shirt with wide sleeves and tight black denim jeans, how did he survive the heat dressed like that?, 


Axl got a bit jealous, he felt like being cooked alive in his uniform, today he ordered a simple vanilla ice cream. 


Again, he was there, a girl waited for him outside, she recognized her, maybe her name is Angela or something 
along those lines, she's wearing big sunglasses and he can't read her expression, he's not very fond of her, but 
it's Izzy the one who hangs out with her. 


The redhead grabs the cone and pours chocolate on the white ice cream with annoyance, only the brunet knew 
how to push his buttons, today wasn't a good day, his boss yelled at him because of his incompetent 
coworkers, so Izzy coming to the shop didn’t improve his mood, said guy was leaning against the counter, he 
could feel his stormy hazel eyes looking at him and every time he turns, the brunet looks to the other side. 


"Why do you keep coming back, man? | know you're lactose intolerant, Steven told me," Axl deadpanned wiping 


the counter with a red rag. 


"Well, Stevie should keep his mouth shut" shrugged Izzy with animosity, biting on the hard shell of the 
chocolate, the redhead furrowed his brows and looked flabbergasted. 


"Don't be an ass, |..| mean we just worry about you, this isn't healthy" he so desperately wanted to say 
something different. The brunet noticed, and he raised a brow quizzically. 


Its not their business, Ax it's not like I'm overdosing on drugs or something like that" Izzy felt uncomfortable 
eating the cone now that Axl knew, it was like getting caught stealing something, anxiety constricting his chest, 


making his hands feel clammy. 


"Whatever, dude, it's your life, and you chose your poison, now if you don't need anything else, Ill take my 
break" Axl threw his apron and his hat and left through the back door, there's a sour taste on Izzy's mouth 


and no matter how much he licks the ice cream, he can't get it out of his throat. 


Someone has been murdered, that is Duff's first thought crossing his mind when he enters the shared house 
and catches a glimpse of the kitchen, there are scarlet wet stains on the counter and around the floor, he 
finds Axl, Steven, and Slash on the living room watching T. V, it amazed the blond the damn thing turned on at 
all after the redhead kick it. 


"What happened here?" he's afraid to even ask, but he just had a long day at the restaurant and he will not 
clean up that mess, he's too damn tired to deal with this. 


"We made sorbet" announced Stevie, holding a bowl of popcorn that must be considered cannibalism but he 


won't dwell on that. 


"I can tell, Stevie, just so you know, dumbasses, I'm not cleaning your mess, that kitchen better be spotless 
when we have dinner" he waits for the boys to answer but they keep watching their damn show, Duff huffs 
and rolls his eyes, sometimes it felt like a burden to be the only responsible one in this household. 


Duff took a peek at the freezer where he found the red sherbet cooling, judging by the mess it was 
watermelon or strawberry, he couldn't tell exactly, his heart melted at the idea of their frontman making 
sherbet because Izzy couldn't eat ice cream, he wanted to tease the redhead but he didn't need Axl's wrath on 


top of his throbbing headache. 


Izzy arrived later after dinner, Axl heard the engine of the beat-up truck. He ignored the way his heart 
fluttered inside his ribs; the redhead preheated the leftover steak Duff brought from the restaurant, he 
practically had to fight everyone so the brunet could have a decent dinner, he gave Slash a punch in the face 
and the younger man refused to talk to him, nothing that a little bribe of ice cream couldn't fix. 


The brunet eyed him wearily when he put the meat in front of him, Axl sat down beside him, the T. V in the 
background, he chewed slowly and glanced at the redhead now and then to find a hint of what was going on, 
Axl's face a mere blank and tired expression, lzzy knew he had the closing shift tomorrow, why does an ice 


cream parlor close at IO he didn't know, perhaps it had to do with the summer season. 


"| made you something" stammered the redhead grabbing his empty plate and leaving it on the sink, it was 
filled to the brim with empty bottles of beer and dirty silverware, Izzy raised his eyebrows 


"Why did hell froze over? Or do you need something, | have no money, Ax," Izzy crossed his hands, and the 


singer pouts. 


"No, don't be a dick, you want your surprise or not?" Izzy nodded vehemently, Axl got up and pulled out the 
red watermelon sherbet "| made, me, Slash and Steven but it didn't count since they were eating most of the 


fruit made this, if you love ice cream so much you can enjoy this one without upsetting your stomach" 


The brunet screamed mentally if Axl with his sailor outfit wasn't enough he had to make sherbet so Izzy could 
enjoy a cold treat during the summer, he wants to tell the redhead that the real reason he goes there at all 


it's to see him in his uniform and to be closer to him, not because the ice cream is good or he's a damn 


masochist that likes to torture himself. 


| hope you like it; l'm going to sleep, my feet are killing me" Axl put a hand on the brunet's shoulder, and oh 


how Izzy wanted to hold it and kiss his palm, aching to have more contact. 


Izzy ate his sherbet in silence. And he almost cries with how good it is. Thank God Axl made more, now he 


doesn't have an excuse to visit him at the shop. 


He's in front of the shop lights are turned off except for the bulbs on the display case with all the ice cream 
flavors, fortunately, the front door remains open and the annoying bell chimes, he curses mentally and hopes 


to find Axl alone and no one else. 


"We're closed, come back tomorrow or I'll call the cops" Axl looks up, his hair falls on his shoulders, his tie 
dangles from his neck like a pendulum, the sailor hat still on top of his head, all prim and proper, he eyed him 
puzzled, "What are you doing here, lzz, are you high or did Stevie get his hand stuck on a tube of pringles 


again?" 


"Yeah, | mean no, I'm not high and Stevie's fine as far as | know, everything's good," Izzy swallows and 


scratched the nape of his neck "I wanted to thank you for the sherbet" 


Its nothing, | don't want you to get sick, it's all, making sorbets it's pretty easy, as long as we clean up the 
kitchen so Duff won't die from a stroke, glad you like it," Axl smiled and the guitarist didn't notice before the 


little cute dimples in his cheeks. 


Izzy took little tentative steps towards Axl, the redhead continued to scribble down in a pad, the brunet 
corners him and the singer looks at him dumbfounded, the brunet pulls him closer by his tie leaning down to 
kiss the redhead, Axl's breath is sweet like berries ghosting over his face from the maraschino cherries and 
strawberries he sneaks during his shift, at first Axl wants to push him but Izzy's warm lips are heavenly and 
finally melts into the kiss, going limp and letting him take the lead. 


Axl moans against his lips and can't ignore the bulge tenting his friends pants, Izzy's erection is digging against 
his leg, his own cock straining against the material of his blue shorts, they pull away and the redhead grabs 
his hand, leading him to the back of the shop. 


"You have any lube? It's going to hurt, Ax" the brunet swallows, breathing heavily, Axl's lips are on his neck, 
grinding his hips against Izzy's leg and he has to restrain himself to not bend the redhead over the table and 


just make himself at home. 


Izzy scoops the redhead up and bends him on the table, the little sailor hat falls to the ground, the brunet 
wastes no time in stripping him slowly from his shorts and briefs down to the curve of his ass, just a little to 


expose his round cheeks, after all, the uniform has to stay on 
"Izzy." gasps Axl with a husky, trembling needy voice, it makes Izzy's blood to run straight to his shaft. 


"Tell me what you want, baby" the brunet nudges his legs apart just a little, getting fully seated behind him, 
erection digging against his zipper, he cups his perfect round ass, it's like a peach, parts his cheeks with gentle 
hands, spreading him nicely, the sight of his pink sweet pucker makes his dick throb. 


‘Izzy, please, just get it over with it" Axl's breath is heavy, he moans when Izzy massages his rim before he 
feels something wet prodding at his entrance, the brunet softly licks a long stripe over his ass, the taste of 


him sweeter than any of the ice cream in the shop. 


"Wrong answer, baby" every time Izzy calls him like that Axl feels his chest tighten, his body going soft, the 
guitarist traces his rim with featherlike licks, and the redhead whimpers, urging the brunet to keep going, 
begging him to continue, he just needs to stretch the boy nicely for him. 


"C'mon, Izzy please, just fill me | need it, | need you" the ginger's voice is needy, Izzy's hand ghosts over the 
redheads painfully hard dick, leaking steadily, his touch is torturous and Axl can't help but buck his hips, Izzy's 


tongue warm and flat against his entrance. 


Is messy and disgusting, saliva dribbling down from Izzy's chin and his jaw aches slightly, it's embarrassing to 
know what exactly they are doing and in Axl's workplace nonetheless, once he opens Axl to his liking, his rim 
red, swollen, and puffy, the guitarist unbuckles the heavy belt of his pants, freeing his cock from the confines 
of his tight jeans, the redhead looks so debauched, cheeks and his chest flushed with arousal. 


Izzy grabs the base of his cock and pushes inside the redhead's entrance until he's fully seated inside of him, 
doesn't want to hurt the sweet ginger underneath him. 


Axl gasps and moans rather obscenely, his back arches, goosebumps on his back, he's impossibly tight and 
warm, the pressure filling him up; he knew Izzy was packing a lot of heat and that the rumors between their 


groupies were nothing to joke about. 


"So tight, baby, fuck" whimpers Izzy in his ear, it feels so good when the brunet finally bottoms out, it still 
burns but it's a good kind of pain, Axl's face is pressing against the plastic table, God he's so gonna lost his job 
after this, he wouldn't look at the table the same way. 


"Fuck, Jeff, fuck" Axl whines when Izzy drags his cock against a sensitive spot inside of him, he almost see 
stars, he's rolling his hips, trying to fuck himself on the brunet's dick, he cums with Izzy's hand on his dick, 
pumping him faster, something in the way Axl moaned his name made him feel a little possessive, he gave a 


couple of thrusts before he spilled his seed inside of him. 


Izzy pulls out, breathing heavily, making his sweaty hair aside. He buckles his pants and helps Axl to get on his 
feet, his knees are wobbly and his entire body aches, but damn does it feel good. 


lm free on Friday, maybe we can go to the movies, | like buttered popcorn" Axl pulls his shorts and briefs 


over his ass but Izzy can see a little of his cum run down his creamy thighs. 
"Are you asking me on a date, Rose?" Izzy raises an eyebrow, and the redhead grinned. 


"Anything is popsicle, also you already ate my ass and | have your spunk inside me, so this is just a formality,” 
Axl shrugged and reached for a wet rag to clean the plastic table 


"Was that a pun? Well, | just think we are mint to be, baby" Izzy concluded, his face a stoic and serious 


expression but he chuckles covering his mouth. 


"Stop flirting with me with god awful puns, how many puns can you come up with, Dean?" Axl tried to sound 
menacingly using his middle name, but he laughed nonetheless, "No wonder girls run away from you, you're 
impossible, Isbell" 


"| have more where that came from" added the brunet, he felt proud of making Axl laugh, he can see his little 
ricotine-stained teeth, that might be his only imperfection, but somehow Izzy didn't look at it that way, he just 


looked more human like that and not the perfect being everyone pictures him to be. 


"Yeah, you're driving Duff crazy with them, better stop before he leaves us and | don't want to look for 
another bassist’ he fixed his low ponytail, parted in the middle, the summer sun gave him highlights and his 


hair turned to a more strawberry blonde, it suits him, well, for Izzy everything looks good on him. 


Its not my fault that you make me melt, Rose" Axl giggled and gave him a little smack on his arm, he 
grabbed his little backpack and the padlock that went on the outside, Izzy trailed behind him and helped him 


lock the main door. 


‘| may or may not lost my job after this, but my boss wouldn't mind If | keep this thing" Axl wiggled his 
eyebrows and bite his bottom lip, his green eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint and Izzy couldn't wait to get 


home. 


Kiwi 


Author's Notes: 

| wish | had an excuse for this, but the reality is that | don't have one. It's pure smut, so don't expect F. Scott 
Fitzgerald haha. 

A few disclaimers before | let you read, this has the topic of Axl wearing lingerie, if that's not your cup of 
tea, no hard feelings, it doesn't have any feminization, so don't worry. Axl has a smoking kink and no one can 
convince me otherwise. 


Thanks for reading, stay safe, well and I'll see you around 


It starts with a box, sleek, pastel pink, with a magenta bow tying it together. Even Axl is afraid of touching it 
with his greasy hands and ruining it; he's amazed that his nosy bandmates didn't find it first. He just came 
back from his new job at the music store; because, of course, he lost his other job after his boss saw the 


damn security cameras and found Izzy balls deep inside of him. 


Axl opens the box just a smidge, peeking inside, on top of it rests a note, scribbled with Izzy's messy 
handwriting; the clothes, or lack thereof, in this case, it's a navy blue lingerie set, and that had the redhead 


grimacing. 
‘Wear this tonight’ 
-lz 


its sinful, that's Axis first thought when he pulls out the lingerie; Izzy must be crazy to think this is going to 
fit him. It's even worse than the stupid shorts that used to ride up to his ass when he worked at the ice 


cream shop; the ginger closes it, a flush creeping up his cheeks. 


Axl locked himself in his room, staring at the stupid lingerie; he's not put off by it, they'd discussed it for a 
while after fucking like rabbits in heat since that day at the shop, unable to keep their hands and clothes off 


of each other, he's already used to wear those chaps with his ass hanging out. 


They're still figuring out their relationship and what they like in bed; Axl caressed the satin between his digits, 


it's not made of the finest fabrics, but it feels nice enough. 


The redhead doesn't know how the topic came up, there's a high chance they were drunk, and the boys pulled 
out a pair of panties left by one of their conquests, and between beers, he confessed to Izzy he'd like to wear 
lingerie. The bastard even bought him a damn red lipstick, he's not gonna wear that, but his dick stirs to life 
against his thigh inside his leather pants. He didn't expect the lingerie to be a fucking sailor uniform; Izzy did 


have a fetish, no matter how many times he denied it. 


The cups of the bra fit him weirdly, the straps slide down his lean shoulders, since they intended this to be 
worn by a woman with a pair of breasts and not for a flat-chested man, the navy blue fabric of the panties 


barely contains his cock, the head peeking through the top; he takes a glance at himself in the mirror. 


Axl has a hard time recognizing his reflection staring back at him; he can't believe he's wearing clothes 
intended for a woman. He hated how excited he got. the redhead has to admit his ass looks great, though. 


The soft material of the white stockings feels nice covering his sturdy legs, making them appear longer. He 
stifles a laugh when he thinks of Izzy all flustered in the lingerie store, buying this for him; they probably 
thought it was for his girlfriend; Axl leaves the lipstick aside. He's not feeling that bold tonight. 


But somehow, Axl can't help but feel good, pretty, if he dares to think, he likes the feeling of the satin on his 
body; it's addicting, his blood runs cold. What if Izzy just thinks he looks stupid? 


He hopes that Izzy likes it as much as he does; the ginger's heart flutter's against his ribs, suddenly feeling 
anxious, he throws a pair of leather pants on top of the navy blue panties and an oversized shirt, hiding the 


raunchy garment. 


"Axll, | bought dinner, hurry up before Slash and Steven eat it all" shouted Duff from downstairs. The redhead 
immediately hid the offending box under the bed, his heart racing anxiously; a part of him doesn’t want to see 
Izzy. 


Axl had no fuckin’ clue who had the brilliant idea to have a night out. They're currently in a crappy bar with 
booming music. Cheap liquor flows freely; he's enjoying himself, despite that he's sitting, brooding in his fur 
coat with a can of Pabst Blue Ribbon in his hands. Every so often, the velvety fabric underneath his clothes 


would rub against him in the wrong way, sending a jolt of pleasure. 


He's been avoiding Izzy since he arrived. The brunet shoots him glances when he thinks Axl's not looking; those 
greyish eyes held a sultry spark, even though he maintains that impassive and disinterested expression on his 
face; there's a certain thrill in all of this. The ginger's belly twists with lust at the mere thought of his 


bandmates catching him wearing lingerie. 


Izzy scoots closer to him inside the booth they're sharing, until their knees bumped, taking little sips from the 
whisky in the glass tumbler, ice cubes clanking against the glass, the redhead can see his stormy eyes fixed on 
him, the guitarist grabs a ciggie from the pocket of his black coat, thumbs the lighter before the pungent 


smell of nicotine reaches Axl's nostrils. 


The ginger is a little drunk, a haze fogging his mind; he fuckin’ loves to watch Izzy smoke, the way he curves 
his lips around the filter and the endearing way Izzy uses his left hand even though he's right-handed, 


watching the brunet smoke it's an erotic act all in itself. 


"You think | didn't notice" some of the ash fell on Izzy's black denim jeans, he brushes it off with a practiced 
hand motion, Axl's brows furrow in confusion, asking himself if he heard the brunet correctly "You've been 


hard since we arrived, just be careful, we don't want your panties to be ruined." 


Izzy rests a hand on Axl's thigh, inching closer to his crotch, cupping his hard length through the leather. The 


redhead stifles a moan, the brunet laughs lazily, accentuating the little wrinkles around his mouth. 


Axl takes the cigarette from his hands, placing it on his lips, taking a long drag, before returning it to Izzy. The 
pads of their fingers brush against each other. A silent reminder that two can play the same game; Axl's 
greenish eyes fixated on the brunet. 


"What you're picturin’ something else, darlin?" Izzy twirls the cigarette between his long fingers, taking a drag, 
the smoke fills his mouth, its bitter, ashy taste lingering on his lips, the cherry sparks brightly in the dark 


bar. 


Axl squirms in his seat, the satin of the fabric rubbing against his sensitive skin, the boys are none the wiser 
around them to what's going on, they keep talking with loud voices, booming laughs above the strenuous music; 


the brunet inches closer to him, until his breath is ghosting over the shell of Axl's ear. 


"My mouth is not only good for smoking, sweetheart" Izzy's raspy voice gives the redhead chills down his 
spine; the flush creeping up his cheeks is undeniable. It's as red as his hair. 


"Jesus, Jeffrey, you're such a whore" 


"Says the man wearing lingerie" Izzy tuts, watching amused as the redhead turns to the other side. He paws 
Axl's shirt, feeling the cups of the bra under. He couldn't believe the ginger did it "Lets get the fuck outta 


here," 


Axl gets up, the brunet waits a few minutes and follows him; they have to take advantage of the house being 
empty before the boys come barging through the door; talking about them, none of them says anything when 
they spot them leaving together. 


Axl still feels a little bit anxious the closer they get to home, his skin crawling with uneasiness. The couple 
arrived at the dark house and wasted no time in climbing the stairs; the redhead takes off his clothes pooling 


around his ankles. 


The guitarist watches with hungry eyes as the ginger unties the drawstrings of his leather pants and pulls 
them down; Izzy's mouth goes dry as he gets a good look of Axl. 


Navy blue glows on pearly white skin, the skirt is short, showing a little hint of his pert ass, his strong legs on 
display, the red bow that dangles from the collar it's tantalizing him, it's better than his uniform at his old job, 
way better, Axl's milky, soft thighs on display and Izzy can already feel his dick stir to life. 


Those milky, firm thighs should be illegal and don't get him started on his ass. Ok, sue him, he has a thing for 
Axls thighs, one of the many things that drive him crazy about him. He runs his hand along with the taut 
muscle of his abs, making the muscles twitch under his touch; Izzy wants those, but he's never been athletic, 


Axl gets them so effortlessly from prancing around, not that he's complaining. 


"I don't think this shit its supposed to be this short" stuttered the redhead, his voice deep and raspy, unsure, 
Izzy's just standing there looking at him and Axl never saw that expression on his face before, it makes his 
belly twist with pleasure. 


Izzy closes his eyes and gives a silent prayer to the girl who suggested this to him. She said that the navy 
blue would look gorgeous on his ‘girlfriend's’ green eyes; with those 39 dollars he earned selling smack, they 
could've bought groceries for the week so they wouldn't have to eat the leftovers Duff brings, it's the best 
39 dollars he spent. 


And to answer Axl, no, the skirt wasn't supposed to be that short, but the girls in the advertisement were not 
supposed to have more junk on their trunk and be slightly taller than his..boyfriend? Friend with benefits?. 
Whatever he's not sure and the brunet doesn't want to think about it right now. 


The guitarist moves closer to Axl, their crotches grinding together, the friction ten times more electrifying 
with the satin. Izzy's fingers ghosted over the skin of his ribs, his hand trailing down to his thighs, giving it a 
light squeeze, before kissing the redhead reassuringly, both hands on his slim hips. 


"You prepare yourself?" Izzy's cold, slender, and slightly calloused fingers palm the redhead's erection through 
the gauzy fabric of the panties, patting his ass. 


Izzy drops to his knees, never breaking eye contact with Axl, his digits toyed with the narrow strings hugging 
his hips. The brunet licks a stripe over the satin; there's already a wet spot where Axl's cock weeps, the 
guitarist peels the panties off, licks him from the base to the tip, his tongue teasing the slit, the ginger runs 
his fingers through the guitarists greasy locks. 


If Izzy doesn't stop, he's going to cum way too fast, and it wouldn't be fun; he nudges the brunet, the coarse 
reddish pubic hairs tickling his face. Izzy lets go of his dick with a pop. His eyes hold something akin to 
adoration-shit- that doesn't look like simple adoration, that's more like love if the redhead thinks about it. 


"Then you like ‘em?" Axl questions, the brunet thumbs the gauzy fabric of the skirt, the stockings made his 
skin glow, the guitarist caressed the lacy panties underneath, fingers brushing his hard cock, causing the 
redhead to whine. 


Izzy searches for something hidden in the closet; it's a white hat, the same Axl used to wear when working at 


the shop, the only thing he kept, his old boss didn't notice. 


"See somethin’ you like?" Izzy rests the hat on top of his red hair; before tossing him on the bed, the ginger 
yelps but giggles; the brunet crawls towards him, his dick hard and weeping steadily inside his black denim 


jeans, draping his body over Axl's, kissing him with feather-like pecks. 


Axl's nimble fingers unbutton the knot, keeping the green satin shirt tied together; the brunet kisses the jut of 


his collarbone, sucking a mark, making sure it would peek out of his shirts. 


Izzy's member pokes at him, and the redhead often forgets how big he is, how long and thick, how huge Izzy's 


cock looks, even when he's soft. 


As he expected, Axl already opened himself, his rim loosened and ready. Izzy unbuckles the heavy belt of his 
pants; he forgoes the condom, knowing damn too well that they haven't seen anybody else since they started 
messing around. He can't deny that he loves the feeling of Axl's tightness around his member, filling him up 


with his warm release; it's addicting watching his cum slide down his legs. 


Izzy makes the panties aside, aligning himself before feeding his cock to the redhead's entrance. Izzy knows no 
greater pleasure than being inside of him, his heat enveloping him, Axl clench around him, milking him, too 
proud to accept how much he loved to be filled 


The redhead rode him, meeting every single one of his thrusts with a rolling of his hips, the sound of skin 
against skin and Axl's groans filling the room, his hand gripping the headboard, he looks so dirty, obscene and 
Izzy looks at him lusttully. 


Axl's solid weight of his legs around the brunet's hips, the soft material of the stockings rubbing against his 
skin, it's heavenly, the ginger lets out a needy whimper when the head of his cocks brushes against his 
prostate. 


"Fuck, Billy, wish you knew how beautiful you look like this, made to wear those stockings" he's babbling 
nonsense, chasing the euphoric high that comes from his orgasm, "Tell me I'm the only one who gets to see 


you like this" 


Axl groans; he's so close, nearing tantalizingly closer to the edge. The brunet sneaks a hand towards his 
neglected cock; his icy fingers fondling with his balls until he has the redhead squirming and panting shallowly. 
His thighs trembling, he cums with Izzy's name on the tip of his tongue. 


"You're so fuckin’ beautiful" Izzy moans, reaching his orgasm, releasing his seed deep inside the redhead, he 


feels the smaller man flutter from inside, milking him for every drop he has to offer. 


The brunet collapses beside him, panting, his dark locks plastered against his sweaty forehead. Axl whimpers, 
his skin feels too oversensitive, he gets as close as he can to the guitarist; the singer wants to crawl inside 


the space between his ribs and never leave. Izzy wraps his arms around him, kissing his exposed shoulder. 


"Thanks for doing this for me, | know it might be kinda messed up, but | really appreciate it" Izzy gives a light 
squeeze, feeling the sating between them, he wants to reassure him, he's not really going anywhere, he could 
spend the rest of his life between his arms. 


"You do have a fetish tho, admit it" Axl pokes him in the ribs, making the brunet giggle. 


"| don't have a fetish; it's just that.." he has no excuse. Izzy's still figuring out if he only has a weakness for a 


man in uniform or just Axl wearing a uniform. 


They can hear the boys downstairs with a party of their own; at least no one is puking on the dirty carpet. 
Axl can hear their muffled voices and thunderous laughs. The sound of their heavy footsteps climbing up the 


stairs. 


The door suddenly creaks, and the couple freezes, Axl's cheeks burning, red as a beet. For a moment, they 
don't make any sudden movements; they remained in silence, so the intruder thinks they're sleeping, and all Izzy 


can see is the mass of black ringlets. 


"HOLY SHIT, MY EYES!" Duff's immediately by Stevie's side, covering his eyes with his hands, unable to believe 


the scene before them, is Axl wearing... lingerie? 


The crumpled sheets are bunched up around them, enough to cover Axl, hiding the view of anything they don't 


want anyone to see; Axl's chest is covered with purple hickeys. 


"You didn't put the sock on, dumbass" grits Axl between his teeth. His hands fell limp on his side, and he rolls 
his eyes, Izzy whimpers and runs a hand through his face. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" deadpanned Izzy, his voice rising. Everyone hardly ever sees the brunet 
mad, and they didn't want to see it now; the advantage it's that they're most likely drunk and won't remember 


any of this happening tomorrow. 


"Can we have a sleepover?" Steven beamed, with his fluffy hair and a smile plastered on his lips, he's twirling 
his drumstick on one hand, the brunet glares at him, crossing his arms, Stevie brushes past the guitarist and 


sits next to Slash on the edge of the bed. 


He's way too enthusiastic, and it gets on Izzy's nerves; he doesn't enjoy being interrupted. All the brunet 
wanted was to get home as soon as possible so he could have his fun with the redhead and avoid any situation 


like this. 


The taller blond shrugs and sits on the mattress, dipping with his added weight. Izzy inhales and rubs the 
bridge of his nose, furrowing his brows. The redhead can barely see the wrinkle between his brows, the one he 


likes to kiss when Izzy's mad. 


"Hey, there's no sleepover, fuckers, get the fuck out of my room" Izzy knows how to persuade his bandmates 
to leave, his voice laced with anger, but no one bats an eye at him, Axl's feeling too overexposed with the 


fuckin’ lingerie barely covering his junk. 


"| said, GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY ROOM" Axl gets up and hits them with the fluffy pillow. They know not to 
mess with the redhead, but it's a bit difficult to take him seriously when he's wearing sailor lingerie. His 


bandmates bolted out of the room. 


Axl closed the door with a slam, and the boys stare dumbfounded at each other, still processing what in the 
hell they just saw. They can tease the redhead in the morning, but Slash wants to preserve his dick and hair 
intact. 


"Lets not talk about this" Duff scratches the nape of his neck and sighs, walking towards his shared room 
with Slash. Steven stands in the middle of the hallway with the image of his frontman wearing a skimpy outfit, 
he thought he saw everything with the assless chaps, Stevie spoke too soon He just misses the free ice- 


cream. 


